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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

**HALLOWEEN CHALLENGE 2020 Though there may be references to slash relationships in future 
chapters, this is primarily a Halloween story. | claim no rights to anyone or anything named in my fiction, only 
to the stories themselves. 


Prologue 


The watchman smothered a yawn against the back of his hand and mentally shook himself. It was well after 
2:00 AM and another typically boring night at the warehouse. At least it was fair weather - the moon was 
nearly full and could be seen peeping through inky clouds beyond the reach of the sodium lights. The man 
walked on, rounding a corner, then stopped short as every light in the complex winked out. This had never 
happened before in the fifteen years he had worked here; there was an emergency generator that was 
designed to come on if a power outage occurred. He reached for his walkie talkie to call Simon, his partner who 


was back in the guardroom monitoring the CCTV feeds. 


"Base, Unit One here. Do you read?" he said, rolling his eyes at the formal protocol that was required for 


communication by radio. 
| read you, George," Simon was less diligent about radio protocol. "Whats up?" 
"Electrical failure in the fourth sector. All the yard lights are out; can you check the generator?" 


"Electrical failure?" Simon sounded disbelieving. "| have the sector on the monitor right now, everything looks 


fine to me." 


"Stop taking the piss, Simon. I'm telling you, its pitch black out here!" George was used to his partner's gags 
and practical jokes but this was serious; With the electricity out all the alarms would be inoperable. It was 
unlikely that anyone would try to break into the warehouses, there was nothing there but random unused 
equipment stored by entertainment companies, but it wasn't out of the question and it was their job to keep 


the area secure. 


Simon's voice came back, sounding a little more serious," I'm still showing everything functioning properly, but 


l'Il double-check the generator. Give me a few minutes, | have to get into the electrical room." 


"Roger that." George holstered the handheld and stood where he was, undecided. His eyes were adjusting to the 


darkness now but the light of the moon was indistinct and the scudding clouds obscured it every few minutes. 


A moment later he heard a scuffling sound along the line of bay doors to his left. Shit! What is someone 
actually was breaking in? He was unarmed. A sudden loud rattle made him jump and he flattened himself 
against the wall. That was the sound of one of the bay doors opening! The moon was currently obscured by a 
cloud, but George dared to peep carefully around the corner. He knew some of the items stored here were 


valuable collector's items associated with the music industry - props, stage backdrops, and the like. 


Yes, there was movement, and George drew back, his heart hammering. He'd expected to see a group or 
ordinary thieves making away with boxes and totes. He swallowed, his hand frozen on the radio. It had to be a 
trick of the moonlight and his own imagination because what he thought he saw was impossible. Absolutely 


impossible. 


Chapter One 


Janick Gers sat on the balcony of his home in a comfortable residential area near Middlesbrough, nursing a 
beer. He wished he could go to the pub as he normally would, but thanks to Covid-I1 the pubs had been closed 
for hours. It was well after midnight, but Jan had no inclination to go to bed. He was alone in the house; his 
wife was in London helping their son move from their daughter's home into a flat of his own near his 
university. He could have gone with her, but what would be the point? The pubs in London closed early too, and 
nothing in London was the way it had been before. Nothing was the way it should be, and in his rare, darker 
moments Jan faced the fact that nothing would ever be the same again, even if there was no such thing as 


Covid-19. 


Jan hadn't bothered to turn on the outdoor lights, there was enough ambient light coming through the French 
doors behind him for his needs and he enjoyed the peace of the unusually warm autumn night. A few insects 
sang in the bushes near the river, and he could see the faint white shape of his boat bobbing gently at the 
dock. He drained his beer and sighed, reaching into the ice bucket on the table for another. His mind was on a 
riff he's been working on earlier in the day. He wasn't pleased with it, he felt it was too similar to something 
he's written before, something he'd written for his first band, White Spirit. He closed his eyes, visualizing the 


fretboard in his mind, his fingers moving unconsciously as he ran through the music in his head. 


He was aware in the back of his mind that the insects had suddenly gone quiet but he was too focused on his 
thoughts to wonder why. When he opened his eyes to take another drink of his beer he caught a movement 
out of the corner of his eye down at the edge of the lawn by the riverbank A neighbor's dog, maybe? A fox? 
It would be cool to see a fox; they sometimes ventured into this area. Jan stood and went to the balcony rail, 
dismissing the idea of turning on the yard lights because it would probably frighten the creature away. But 
wait - this couldn't be a fox. A shadow passed in front of the white background of the moored boat and it was 
tall, walking on two legs. A trespasser? It wasn't unheard of for fans to try to trespass at the band member's 
homes, but this figure moved unnaturally with a stilted, stiff gait and wasn't headed toward the house; it 
appeared to be walking along the riverbank. Then it occurred to Jan that the shadow had been tall. Unnaturally 
tall. Jan put down his unfinished beer. Clearly, he'd had enough to drink for one night. 


By the time he'd eaten a bite of breakfast the next morning, Janick had all but forgotten the shadow by the 
riverbank. His usual routine was to walk to the gate to check his mail, then drive into town to the Costa for a 
cup of coffee and to read the newspaper. It was a chilly, autumn day and though the sun shone brightly there 
were dark clouds on the horizon and a stiff breeze. Jan threw on a jacket and walked the quarter-mile drive, 


opening the small gate next to the drive and gathering a handful of mail from the box. 
"Good morning, Janick!" 


Jan turned. It was his neighbor, elderly Mr. Jessup, walking his dog. They often encountered one another as Mr. 


Jessup, like Jan, enjoyed walking around the town, 
"Morning, Barry! How are you today?" Jan greeted him, stooping to pat the little Yorkie on the head. 


"Not bad, not bad! A bit of arthritis but that's to be expected in the colder weather, isn't it! Say, Janick," Mr. 
Jessup stepped closer, tugging on the leash to get the dog to follow. He lowered his voice as he leaned toward 
Jan, a bit closer than the six-foot social distancing minimum but Janick wasn't worried about that. "Did you 
hear the fuss at the Kennard's house last night?" 


"No," Jan knew the Kennard family only slightly; they lived two homes down from Janick's house, but also on 
the riverside. "What happened?" Ordinarily, Jan didn't encourage Jessup's penchant for gossip, but he had been 


feeling out of touch with his community as of late and his natural curiosity set in. 


"One of the kids raised an almighty fuss just before dawn!" Jessup said conspiratorially, his voice still low. 


"Screaming and hollering that he saw a monster at his window! The parents called the police in case it was a 
prowler, but of course, they didn’t find anything. A bit of nonsense, in my opinion All kids have nightmares, but 
the police came with sirens and lights and woke up the wife and |. I'm surprised you didn't hear it" 


'| sleep pretty soundly," Jan smiled. He'd lived a good part of his life in hotel rooms all over the world and had 
long become accustomed to sleeping through just about anything. Suddenly he remembered the odd shadow he 
thought he'd seen, but he didn't say anything. Jessup was now going on about kids with wild imaginations and 
the downfall of youth in general and Jan listened, throwing in the appropriate comments when called for, but in 
the back of his mind, he was wondering if some sort of wild animal was loose in the neighborhood. The area 
across the river was open, rolling fields, so it wasn't beyond reason to suspect a deer or something had made 
its way into town. Even a deer could be mistaken for a monster by a sleepy, impressionable child, Jan 


surmised. He bid Jessup a good day and the man continued on his way. 


Jan found a parking space and eased his midnight-blue Porsche into it, walking the two blocks to the Costa and 
picking up the morning newspaper on his way. Pausing at the entrance to don his mask, Jan noted with resigned 
dismay just how few people were about. Lockdown had been officially over for some time, but people were stil 
cautious. Fearful. Jan felt a newly - familiar heaviness in his chest. He loved people; he thrived on interaction 


with people. With a sigh, he adjusted his mask to cover his nose and entered the shop. 


Two women were ahead of him in line, and they were speaking in quiet, almost furtive tones. Jan wasn't 


eavesdropping, but a word caught his attention. 
“sasquatch...” 


Sasquatch? Jan thought, puzzled. The North American ape-man? A strange topic for discussion, Jan thought 
idly. Earlier in the year he'd read of some reported sightings in the UK. but dismissed it as foolishness and 
thought no more of it. 


"Well, what else could it be?" one woman was growing animated, gesturing with her hands. “They said the 
footprints were sixteen inches long!" 


"A prank," her friend scoffed. "People are bored, cooped up in their homes! It's just someone's idea of a bit of 


fun!" 


"Still..." the woman continued, but at that moment their coffee was served and they walked off, still talking in 


hushed voices. 
One finds all sorts in coffee shops, Jan mused, placing his own order. 


An hour later Jan arrived home, stopping to adjust some figures in the sculpture garden before entering the 

house. He was just hanging his jacket in the foyer when his cell phone rang. Expecting his daughter or his wife, 
he was surprised to see the name Rod Smallwood on the display. What would the band manager be calling him 

about? There was no band business scheduled for any time in the near future. 


"Rod, ‘ello!" Jan answered, sitting in his favorite chair. 


"Jan," the manager's voice was serious. "We have a problem." 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Halloween Challenge 2020 out of the greatest love and respect for Iron Maiden and the bands 


individual members 


Something in the manager's voice made a chill run through Jan and he sat up straight in the chair. 


"Is everyone all right?" It was the first thing that occurred to him to ask, especially since the phone call 
several months ago when he was told of Paddy's death. 


"Yeah, yeah, its nothing like that. But... we have to get together, Jan. The whole band 


"That's impossible!" Jan exclaimed. "The band is scattered all across the world!" It was true. Steve was at his 
home in the Bahamas, Dave in Hawaii, Nicko in Florida, and the virus had stranded Adrian at his California 


house. And, of course, Bruce was in Paris, but Jan willed himself not to think about Bruce. 

"| know," Rod sounded exasperated. He also sounded tired and..and something else. Worried? Afraid? "I know, but 
its crucial that | talk to you all in person. I've called the others and convinced most of them to come back to 
England, but they'll have to obey the fourteen-day self-quarantine when they arrive. | want us to meet at my 
holiday cottage in Yorkshire the day after tomorrow. Can you make it?" 

‘All seven of us? We're not supposed to gather in large groups," Jan reminded him. 

"Not seven," Rod sounded hesitant. "Only six. Bruce refused to come." 

Jan tried to ignore the quick stab of pain he felt in his chest. He knew it was ridiculous, that he should be 
over it by now, but any time Bruce's name was mentioned he still felt it. He knew deep down that he always 
would. 


"Did he say why?" Jan managed to ask, attempting to keep his voice level. 


He heard a snort on the line, "Does Bruce ever explain himself?" It was a rhetorical question. "But everyone 


else is flying in Will you be there?" 


Jan thought for a moment. Rod was acting strangely; his voice sounded off somehow as though he was under 


a lot of strain. Jan felt concerned for his longtime friend and manager. Something was definitely wrong, and he 


wanted to get to the bottom of it. Jan's wife wasn't expected home for at least another week, so there was no 


reason not to acquiesce. "Yeah, Ill be there. Text me the directions." 


Rain moved in that afternoon and the temperature dropped. Jan fired up one of the gas fireplaces and curled 
in a chair near the heat wrapped in a blanket attempting to read, an open beer on the table at his elbow. He 
couldn't concentrate. He hated the silence of the empty house. The only sound was of the rain steadily beating 
against the windows. He'd spoken to his daughter on the phone earlier, telling her to let the rest of the family 
know he was going to be in Yorkshire for a few days. She didn't question him, the family was used to him doing 
his own thing. Still, he was uncertain about the whole thing. In all the years he'd known Rod he had never known 
him to request a band meeting like this, without an explanation. Somehow Jan doubted that it had anything to 
do with band business at all. But what was it all about? 


Lost in speculation, Jan was at first unaware that another sound had joined the rhythmic patter of the rain. 
Gradually it penetrated his consciousness, a low squeaking, scraping sound. Jan stilled his movements, listening 
harder. After several moments he heard it again and he felt a chill run through him. It was coming from 
downstairs, he thought, and he tried to remember if he'd locked all the doors and set the alarm system 
before coming upstairs. He had, he knew he had, but that knowledge didn't help him relax. Was it a branch or 
twig scraping a window? It sounded almost deliberate, too measured to be the wind And, Jan realized, there 


was no wind outside, once the rain had begun the air had become heavy and still. 


The sound came again, somewhat louder than before. Jan stood, laying his book aside and going to the hall. The 
house alarm had a remote control with a panic button and Jan darted into his bedroom to retrieve the remote 
from the nightstand drawer. Venturing downstairs, his ears still fine-tuned for odd sounds, he reached the 
first floor without incident. Glancing at the security control board he saw with relief that it was, indeed, armed 
and showing no issues. The sound came again, more faintly this time. He followed it to the downstairs room 


with French doors opening to the back patio, flipping on lights as he went. 


Nothing. He stood for almost five minutes listening, but there were no more scraping sounds. Jan let his 
shoulders relax and took a deep breath. It was only some loose fixture on the outside of the house, he told 
himself, or perhaps a twig after all. He relaxed and turned to leave the room when suddenly the French doors 
shook with the violence of an earthquake. Jan jumped, his heart hammering, staring at the doors. The shaking 
had only lasted for a second and now all was deathly quiet. 


"What the fuck!" he exclaimed under his breath, swallowing hard. Jan was not a timid man; in fact, he had often 
been accused of being too fearless in his treks and explorations of strange cities when they toured, but now 
he was shaken to the core. Minutes passed and he stood rooted to the spot, but some inner sense told him 
that whatever the source of the disturbance had been, it was now gone. Steeling himself and with his thumb 
poised over the panic button on the remote, he cautiously walked to the doors and flung them both wide open. 


The rain hit him in the face, but in the outdoor lights flanking the door he could see that the patio was empty. 
He flipped a wall switch, turning on more lights lining the path leading to the river. The yard appeared empty. 
Dashing water out of his eyes, Jan stepped out on the patio and dug his phone from his pocket, activating the 
flashlight. The flagstones of the patio revealed nothing but at the very edge of the steps leading to the river 


path, he saw a depression in the mud, like a footprint. A huge footprint. He spanned his hand over it. It was 
three times as long as his hand. 
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Jan took another sip of hot coffee from the travel cup and ran his hand over his face, trying to clear his 
mind. He hadn't gone to bed the night before, electing instead to stay downstairs wrapped in a blanket on the 
couch. He felt that he hadn't slept a wink; every time he dozed off any small sound caused him to jump and sit 
upright in alarm. The heating system turning on, a clock in another room chiming, even the almost silent sound 
of the refrigerator in the kitchen rubbed his nerves raw. Just before dawn he heard the rain cease and 


managed to doze fitfully for an hour, then gave it up and got up for the day. 


The continuing rain had obliterated the footprint by the patio and Jan regretted not photographing it the night 
before but he had been too shaken. He didn't question his memory, however; the footprint had been there, of 
that he had no doubt. Edgy and unsettled even though he wasn't expected at Rod's country home until the 
following day, Jan packed a small duffel, sent the manager a text that he was on his way, and started the 
drive to Yorkshire. The day was overcast and misty and his head ached dully from lack of sleep so he switched 
on the Porsche's sound system, searching for something to brighten his mood. Though Rod's country home 
was in the area of Huddersfield, where he grew up, the actual house was west of the town in a rural area, so 


it was almost a two-hour drive for Jan. 


Jan didn't mind the distance, he loved to drive and was in no hurry. Driving helped him to relax and sort out 
his thoughts. He had been restless and out-of-sorts for months and without the usual diversion of touring 
and performing he had little outlet for his natural boundless energy. He swam endless laps in his indoor pool, 
ran mini-marathons, worked out for hours in his gym, and played his guitar until his fingers were numb, but it 
wasn't the same. Nothing could compare to performing live shows. There was more to his restlessness than 
simply missing performing, he knew, but he refused to acknowledge the other reasons. It would do no good to 


dwell on things he couldn't change. 


Jan skirted west of Leeds and took secondary roads, not arriving at his destination until mid-afternoon. He had 
never visited Rod's country house, only his London home and only then on rare occasions, so he didn't know 
what to expect. Rod called it a ‘holiday cottage’ but when Jan pulled up at a wrought iron gate and pressed a 
buzzer he could see a tidy house at the end of a hedge-lined drive ahead of him. The gate was soundlessly 
opened for him and he entered, pulling up in a paved area before a modest two-story Tudor style house. Two 


other vehicles were parked there. 


The front door opened as Jan approached and Rod appeared in the entrance, greeting him. Somewhat to Jan's 
surprise, Steve Harris also appeared behind the manager. He was ushered inside, and to outward appearances 
Rod was his usual jovial, bluff self, but Jan sensed a tension in the air and thought than Rod looked even older 


than his seventy years. 


Steve was his usual quiet self but he greeted Jan warmly and contributed to the obligatory small talk as the 
three of them sat in the lounge, telling Jan how he had been filling his time during the pandemic and inquiring 
about Jan's family. Rod fell quiet but appeared to rouse himself after a few minutes to show Jan upstairs to a 


large bedroom with two full beds. 


Its all yours Tonight, but when the others arrive tomorrow, I'm afraid you'll have to double-up with someone. 


The house only has four bedrooms," Rod told Jan 


"That's all right," Jan assured him. "Um... just how long will we be staying?" It hadn't occurred to him to ask 


this before. 


Rod looked uncomfortable, refusing to meet Jan's eyes as he fussed with an antimacassar on a wing back 
chair. The entire house was furnished in an English country house style designed to make it feel comfortable 


and welcoming even though Jan suspected that it wasn't often used. 
"| don't know," Rod replied after a minute. "It all depends." 
"Depends.." Jan began to ask. 


But Rod was already out the door. "I've ordered dinner from town, it should arrive within the hour," he said 


over his shoulder, leaving Jan standing somewhat baffled in the middle of the room. 


Over the meal, Jan and Steve attempted to keep a conversation flowing while Rod picked at his food nervously. 
Halfway through the meal, the manager's cell phone rang and he literally jumped, causing Steve and Jan to 


exchange a puzzled glance. When Rod excused himself to take the call Jan turned to Steve. 
"Have you any idea what this is all about?" 


Steve shook his head. "Not a clue. Rod sounded so urgent on the phone that | caught the first red-eye | could 
get and got here this morning. | must have asked him two dozen times just what's so urgent that we all have 
to fly halfway around the world, but he refused to say a word. He kept repeating that its vitally important. He 
even used the phrase ‘life and death’ if you can believe it" Steve laughed a bit uneasily. They both knew that 


the practical Yorkshire man wasn't given to such dramatic exaggerations. 


"Ade and Nicko will be arriving on the same plane in the morning," Rod announced as he returned to the table. 


"It will take longer for Davey, coming from Hawaii, but he'll be here by evening.” 


"And you're not going to tell us what's going on until they get here, | suppose," Steve said. It wasn't really a 


question. 


"It will better if you all hear it at once." Rod didn't look up from his plate. 


"Hear what?l" Steve was starting to get exasperated, but just then Rod jumped up as though he suddenly 
remembered something and dashed from the room. Jan and Steve exchanged another look and wordlessly got 
up as well, watching from the doorway as Rod set three separate locks on the front door and double-checked 


the alarm system panel. 


Turning back to the dining room Rod caught them watching and gave a sheepish smile, "Can't be too careful," 
he muttered as he passed them and resumed his seat. Both men saw the perspiration shining on Rod's brow. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of absolute fiction. No claims are made regarding any of the people or events mentioned here 


and | receive no profit for writing my fanfiction. 


Janick flipped over in the bed and punched his pillow in frustration He'd been lying there for what seemed like 
hours, exhausted from having slept so little the night before, but unable to sleep. He felt as though everything 
was catching up with him - canceling the summer tour due to the Covid virus, his son recently leaving home 
To go to university, the death of Paddy, a woman he had known and respected for over thirty years, and more 
recently the odd events of the previous night and Rod's bizarre behavior. On top of.. other things, it was 
becoming overwhelming. His nerves were raw and the few beers he'd had before retiring had barely dulled the 


edges. 


He must have eventually fallen into an uneasy sleep though because the next thing Jan was aware of was the 
gentle sound of soft rain on the window and the gray light of day filtering through the drapes. He glanced at 
his phone for the time, groaning when he saw that it was nearly eleven. He quickly dressed and performed his 
ablutions before venturing downstairs, feeling a bit apprehensive but extremely interested to get to the 


bottom of why they had all been asked to meet here. 


He heard voices from the back of the house and followed them to emerge in a modern, bright kitchen Rod and 
Steve sat at the table and sometime during the morning Ade and Nicko had arrived. They greeted him with 
hugs and slaps on the back, bombarding him with the usual inquiries as to how he had been coping with the 
lockdown and regarding the health of his family. It was good to see them, Jan hadn't realized how badly he had 
missed them, and their normalcy calmed him, almost making him forget everything else for a while. Rod had 
evidently ordered pre-made meals delivered because the others were eating from a buffet-style array of 
food on the sideboard, so Jan helped himself. The food wasn't great, and it had started to cool, but he had 
never been a picky eater. It wasn't until they had all caught up and were sitting over their second or third cup 


of coffee that Nicko slapped his hands palrms-down on the table and faced Rod. 


"Right, then! I've canceled two golf matches, had to re-schedule an open house at the restaurant, and pissed 


Becky off by leaving home on short notice, so | think it's time you tell me what the hell is going on" 


Adrian wasn't quite as demanding but he chimed in as well, "I've had to shift my schedule around quite a bit 
too, you know. | had several book signings scheduled and was supposed to tape some podcasts. You sounded 
frantic on the phone so l'm here, but | hope that whatever this is don't take up too much time." 


Rod was already shaking his head, "Please, just wait until Davey arrives. | have a car picking him up at the 
airport in two hours, so he'll be here by dinnertime. | promise you; I'll explain everything then" Under his 


breath, he muttered, "you won't believe me, but I'll explain everything" 


Only Jan and Steve, who were sitting at either side of Rod, heard the whispered words and Jan saw a sudden 
light go on in Steve's snapping brown eyes. Steve took a breath and was about to say something to the 
manager when Rod abruptly stood up and left the room, mumbling something unintelligible under his breath. 


"What the fuck is he on about?!" Nicko exclaimed. 
"Never mind, mate," Ade tried to calm him. "Dave will be here soon, and we can get to the bottom of this." 


"You don't think the old man is losing it, do you?" There was a note of genuine concern in Nicko's voice and he 


lowered it to a near-whisper. Jan had to admit to himself that the same thought had crossed his mind. 


"No, " Steve spoke up decisively. "No, he's as sharp as the day | first met him, so don't let that thought cross 
your minds. No, | wonder..." he trailed off, looking thoughtful. 


"Wonder what?" Jan asked. 
Steve shook his head, "No, I'm not going to speculate. We'll all find out soon enough." 


Nicko sighed in resignation and drained his coffee, standing. "Well, what the hell are we supposed to do in the 


meantime? We're in the middle of fucking nowhere here!" 


The others smiled fondly, used to Nicko's endless rambling, but they realized he was right. The house was 
located between Huddersfield and Marsden and was surrounded by rolling moors and grasslands. They could see 
two or three rooftops of other homes in the distance through the wide kitchen windows, but it was quite a 
remote area for that part of England. 


"| don't suppose Rod even has a guitar in the house," Ade remarked morosely. 


They left the kitchen, exploring the downstairs and familiarizing themselves with the house, but it was clearly 
a holiday home and was furnished with only the basic diversions of a television and an older stereo system. 
They passed an open doorway to what appeared to be a makeshift office where they could see Rod at a small 
desk with a laptop computer, but the man was so focused on the screen he didn't look up. For want of anything 
else to do, the four men gathered in front of the television in the lounge with Steve flipping through the 


channels for something worthwhile to watch. 


Jan was chatting idly with Ade about various songwriting ideas they had each been kicking around when 
something on the television caught his attention. 


"Wait a sec," he held his hand up as Steve was about to continue scrolling through the channels. "What was 


that?" 


Steve flipped back to the channel and caught a Leeds news broadcast, the very end of a news program where 


they throw in a ‘human interest’ story on a lighthearted note. 


"According to the unnamed witness, the creature was ten feet tall and walked off rapidly across the fields, 


leaving sixteen-inch footprints in its wake," the newsreader smiled, clearly taking the story tongue-in-cheek. 


"Ah, so it seems we have a Frankenstein's monster in our midst, just in time for All Hallows Eve," her co- 


anchor laughed, turning to the camera and closing the broadcast with the usual rhetoric. 
Jan stared at the screen as it went into a series of commercials, only to be roused by Nicko. 


"Well, somebody had a bit too much ale, eh?" The drummer laughed. Adrian smiled, but Steve turned to look at 


Jan. 


"Jan? Why did you want to hear that story in particular?" He wasn't teasing; in fact, his voice was unusually 


solemn. 


Jan shook himself out of his reverie, "Umm... | don't know," he was unwilling to admit he'd had a similar 


experience as the one recounted on the program. "Just curious." 


The other two men took the remote from Steve, who still sat looking speculatively at Jan. As they continued 
searching for something interesting to watch, Jan fidgeted under Steve's intense gaze. The bassist suspected 
something, Jan was sure of it. 


"Why are you looking at me that way?" he finally asked, his already frayed nerves chafing under Steve's 


scrutiny. 


Steve shook his head, forcing himself to look back at the television screen, now showing highlights of 
Argentinian football matches. "Sorry. | was just thinking. But no... it's ridiculous." 


"What is?" Jan persisted. Even his endless patience was growing thin and he was tired of the secretiveness and 


mystery. 
"No," Steve said with a decisive tone Jan knew only too well. "We'll wait and see what Rod has to say." Jan knew 
he would get no information out of the bassist in this mood, so he reluctantly turned to the television, 


watching the screen but not really seeing it. 


Sometime later Jan felt an urge for a beer and ventured into the kitchen. He found Rod at the kitchen table, 
having moved his laptop to this room to be further from the noise of the television. The older man visibly 
jumped as Jan entered. 


"Relax, mate, it's me. How much beer do you have on hand?" 


Rod gave a reluctant laugh. "| stocked up, knowing you lot would be here. Help yourself. I've got whiskey and 


other liquor as well. I've a feeling we're all going to need it" 


Jan sighed, helping himself to a bottle of Corona and sitting opposite the other man. "There you go again, 
hinting that there's some sort of disaster in the making. Whatever this is all about, it can't be any worse than 
everything else that's happening this year.” 


"|. | hope not," Rod forced a smile, getting up to get a soft drink for himself. While he was at the refrigerator 
Jan stole a peek at the laptop screen, hoping to get some idea about what the manager had been reading so 
intently when he entered the room. He was only able to get a quick glance before the other man returned but 
what he saw raised more questions than it answered. It seemed to be a webpage discussing the works of 
Paracelsus, of all things! As an educated man, Jan was vaguely familiar with the name; Paracelsus was a 
respected loth Century Swiss physician and theologian who had dabbled in alchemy and had written books about 
the occult and mythical beings. Why the hell was Rod reading about such obscure things when he supposedly 
had some sort of important issue to discuss with the band? Maybe the old man was going serile after all, 


despite Steve's assurances that his mind was as sound as a bell? 


The gathered men tired of television after a time and Nicko, Steve, and Ade began a game of cards, but Janick 
elected not to join the game, preferring to watch. Banter was jokingly exchanged across the table but Jan was 
acutely aware of Rod who joined them but was now sitting on the sofa staring blankly at the silenced television 
It was with immense relief when just before 4:00 Jan heard the faint sound of a car door. Davey has arrived 
at last, and everyone greeted him in the courtyard as his driver unloaded his bag and, not surprisingly, a 


guitar case from the car boot. 


"Sorry I'm the last to arrive," Dave apologized they all returned to the house, glad to get out of what had now 


become a cold mist. "Hawaii is a long flight!" 

"Just glad you're here, mate," Jan smiled, grabbing the man in a second hug. Somehow, Davey's presence 
lightened his heart, the other guitarists cherubic smile and laughing azure eyes always brightened Jan's 
spirits. 

"Right," Dave returned the hug as they followed the others back to the lounge, "but why are we here?" 
"Hopefully we'll find out soon. Rod wanted to wait until everyone arrived before telling us anything." Jan lowered 
his voice, putting a hand on Dave's arm to slow him until the others were out of earshot. "I don't like it, 


Davey! Rod is acting very strange; l'm worried about him." 


"His health, you mean?" Dave's expression immediately became concerned. Rod was older than any of the band 


members and they all knew that age would catch up with him sooner or later. 
"No, | think he's fine.” Jan paused, then added, "Physically, at least" 


"What." Dave began, but just the Nicko came back for them. 


"Come on, come on! Maybe now we can get to the bottom of all this!” 


Rod insisted on showing Dave upstairs and stowing his bag, however, then ordering some dinner to be delivered. 
When asked if he'd rather room with Jan or with Steve, Dave readily chose Jan. "Just like old times, eh, mate?" 
he smiled over his shoulder at Jan as he followed Rod up the open staircase. Jan returned the smile, fond 


memories flooding his mind. 


Now Rod insisted that they wait for the food, and by the time it was delivered it was nearly dark outside and 
the misty rain had turned into a wispy fog. They had their meal at the kitchen table and loud chatter filled the 
room as they caught up, some of them hadn't seen one another since the 2019 tour wrapped up. Jan noticed, 
however, that now Steve was as quiet as Rod and he felt a strange dread growing in his chest. Whatever Rod 
had to say, even if it was utter nonsense indicating the manager's razor-sharp mind was failing, Jan knew it 
wouldn't be good. 


Chapter Four 


The bright chatter died out as the meal drew to a close and every man there was casting expectant and 
somewhat worried glances toward Rod, who sat at the head of the table. Jan and Dave took it upon themselves 
to gather and dispose of the paper plates and napkins and soon there was nothing on the table but beer or 
soft drinks. Nicko sat back and stretched his arms over his head, then faced Rod. 


"Right, then. You've no more excuses for putting this off, so just tell us what you brought us here to tell us 
and let us be on our way.’ 


Rod dithered with his water bottle, refusing to meet any of their eyes, then opened his mouth to speak. At 
that moment, a sound came from the front of the house, from the area where the vehicles were parked. Rod 
blanched and Steve half rose in his seat. The sound was difficult to identify, it was as though something was 
scratching on metal, but it was quite loud; an angry, almost violent sound. It lasted for a handful of seconds, 


then trailed away leaving them sitting there exchanging baffled, nervous looks. 
It was Steve who spoke up first, directly addressing Rod. 

"It's back, isn't it?" 

Rod swallowed and nodded, drawing in a breath. "Yes." 


For a split second the others were mesmerized by the exchange, there were volumes of unspoken meaning 
beneath the simple words and the demeanor of both Steve and Rod was different from anything they had 


witnessed in over forty years of close association 


"You'd better tell us what the fuck is going on," Ade finally said, "because if I'm not mistaken, all of our 


vehicles have just been vandalized." 


"Fuck!" Jan's heart jumped. He hadn't made the connection as quickly as Ade, but now that he did there was no 
doubt in his mind - his beloved Porsche had just fallen victim to... something. Jan made a move to go to the 
lounge window that looked out over the parking area, but Steve took hold of his arm to prevent him from 
leaving the kitchen and subtly shook his head. The cars the others had driven were company cars or rentals, 
and once they saw Steve restrain Jan they all instinctively understood that neither Steve nor Rod wanted 


them to go outside in the dark and the fog. 


"All right," Rod visibly steeled himself and raised his eyes, sweeping his gaze to include all of them. "I can't put 
it off any longer; | have to tell you everything. | did something a long, long time ago. Something incredibly 


foolish. And now it's come back to haunt me." 


"Start at the beginning, Rod," Steve told him quietly. 


"The beginning?" Rod ran a hand through his gray hair. "God, what was it, IT18 or ‘19? ‘79 1 think, not long after 
| returned to Uni. I'd given up on Cockney Rebel and was going to give up on managing altogether and become a 
lawyer. Then | heard a Maiden demo tape." Rod's eyes took on a faraway look, "It was like nothing I'd heard 
before. | knew Maiden would make it big; | knew it without a doubt. Then | thought about all the bands that I'd 
heard over the years with the same potential, and how they had almost all disintegrated, one by one. In- 
fighting, drug abuse, lineup-changes; it was always something. | didn't want that to happen if | decided to 
manage Maiden. So..." he sighed and lowered his eyes again, "I agreed to manage the band and ... and | made a 


deal." 


"Of course you made a deal, mate!" Nicko, like the rest of them, was clearly having trouble following Rod's 
story. What did anything that happened over forty years ago have to do with their being called together now, 
or with the sound they had just heard. "Making deals is what managers do!" 


Rod was shaking his head, "No, you don't understand. I'm not talking about club deals or record deals. | knew a 
lot of people in the industry back in those days and some of them were very big names. And some of them... 
knew things." 


Ade's quiet voice spoke up after Rod fell silent, "Get to the point, Rod’ 
"You will all think I'm crazy!" Rod burst out in exasperation. "You'll think the old man is losing his mind!" 


The manager was growing agitated so Steve spoke up, "I don't know the whole story, but about 25 years ago 
Rod told me part of it so maybe | can fill in some blanks. And believe me, it's real. It's fantastic, its going to 
be hard to accept, but it's real." 


"Well?" Dave prompted, sparing a glance at Rod who was obviously trying to regain his composure. "Go on, then, 


Harry.” 


"There was a... | guess you would call it an underground movement in London music circles back then. A handful 
of artists developed a fascination with the occult and studied it fairly seriously. It seems that Rod fell in with 


some of these people. Haven't any of you wondered why we've had such a long string of success?" 
"Because we're good!" Nicko asserted, looking at them all in turn. "Because we're damned good at what we do!" 


"A lot of bands are good," Rod spoke again now, after taking a fortifying swig of water. "You guys had 
remarkable talent and drive and a vision, but sometimes that isn't enough. Look at some of our contemporaries. 
How many lineup changes have they had? How many instances of drug and alcohol abuse have most of them 
had? There have been accidents - think of Rick Allen - or deaths, like Cliff Burton. We haven't had any of that, 
and we're still basically the same band we've been since 1982. People have left but they always came back, and 


we've even gained one," he looked at Jan with a half-smile, "whom we'd be lost without." 


Adrian was trying to piece together the seemingly disjointed references, "Okay, so there were people in the 


industry who practiced the occult. And we've had unusually good fortune when it comes to our band members. 
What are you trying to tell us, Rod," he smiled "that you sold your soul to the devil for the success of the 
band?" 


There was a low chuckle around the table, but neither Rod nor Steve as much as cracked a smile. 
"No," Rod made a shaky attempt to join the laughter, but his smile quickly faded. "Not. not exactly." 
"Not exactly!" Nicko exclaimed. "Then what, exactly, are you saying?" 


There was another sound from outside just then, so faint it was just at the edge of their hearing. It sounded 
like a gust of wind rattling dry leaves but there was a hint of something else. It sounded almost as though 
there were words in the sound. Jan shivered and he noticed Dave draw his chair a bit closer to his own. 


"Have any of you," Rod looked around the table, "ever heard of an Elemental?" 


The looks on the band member's faces ranged from puzzlement to looks of vague recollection as if they had 
that word but couldn't quite remember what it meant. Steve and Janick were the most widely read amongst 
them and Steve clearly already knew something about this matter, so Jan cleared his throat and spoke up 
when no one else did. 


"Isn't an Elemental some kind of mythical nature spirit?" 
Steve was nodding, “Something like that, yes. But it isn't quite that simple, is it, Rod?" 


Rod looked miserable. "Listen, | was just fooling around! | didn't really believe in any of that stuff. There was a 
big party at a record exec's house and everyone was there. Industry giants as well as some of the biggest 
musical artists of the time - of ALL time! We were all drunk and, ahem, on various other substances when 
someone suggested holding a ritual. Almost everyone laughed the idea off, but five or six people, people who 
had reputations for being interested in the occult, took the idea seriously and | was unexpectedly asked if | 
wanted to take part. Now, when | tell you that these were giants in the entertainment industry l'm not 
exaggerating. Currying favor among them seemed like a smart thing to do for a young manager with a fledgling 


metal band to promote." Rod gave a bitter laugh. 


It was dawning on everyone present that Rod was taking this story absolutely seriously, and that somehow he 
felt that it concerned the whole band. They leaned forward unconsciously, awaiting the manager's next words. 
There was a faint suggestion of sound again from outside but it was almost beyond hearing, like a whisper of a 
faint breeze. Rod got up and drew the vertical blinds on the wide kitchen windows against the night. 


"The details of what happened next are a little fuzzy," he admitted when he retook his chair." We gathered in 
a room in the basement of the house where the party was taking place and ... Well, | won't tell you the name 
of the man who took charge but suffice it to say that his name is a household word. He arranged us in a 
circle and took out some sort of old-looking book, some candles, and some other powders and things and 
started reading from the book in Latin. | was still thinking this was all a joke, something rich people do when 


they're drunk and playing around, but l.. | soon changed my mind” 


"Wait a minute," Nicko held up his hand, palm outward. "Stop right there, Rod. You're not going to try to tell us 
that this guy actually summoned some kind of demon, are you?! Just what the fuck were you guys passing 


around at this party?!" 


"Not a demon, nol" Rod was almost impatient. "But. something. The air got cloudy and there was a strong smell 
in the air, like fresh wet earth. Then J.. then the guy who was conducting the ceremony asked us all in English 
what we wanted most of all. He said one of us, and only one, would be granted their wish. When it was my 
turn, | spoke up like the cocky bastard | was in those days and said | wanted Iron Maiden to go down in history 
and the most successful metal band of all time. The others asked for different things, money or women or 
whatever, and the leader closed his eyes and started muttering in Latin again. The earthy smell got stronger, 
then he opened his eyes and looked straight at me. 


"He favors you, Smallwood," he said. | tell you, his voice chilled me to the bone. | sobered up right quick then 
‘oh no, | told him. ‘I'm not selling my soul to the devil! That made the bloke laugh. "I can't summon the devill" 
he told me, still laughing his arse off. "At least, not yet! I've called an earth spirit among us. He has no use for 


your soul. He wants only one thing: 


‘Well, he's not going to get anything from me, | said, and | went to get up and leave, fed up with this nonsense. 
But it was like my feet were glued to the floor! | couldn't take a step. ‘It's too late to back out, the man in 
charge told me. He seemed to be amused by the very idea of me walking out of this deal I'd supposedly 
entered into. | tried to walk but I'm telling you, it was like my feet were bolted to the floor!" 


Chapter Five 
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Rod paused in his narrative to take another swig from his water bottle and the other men exchanged glances. 


Adrian spoke up, ever the quiet voice of reason, "Rod, you were just drunk, or someone slipped something in 
your drink. So you were in a room with a bunch of weirdos; that doesn't mean anything out-of-the-ordinary 


happened." 
"That's what | told him when | first heard this story," Steve said. 


"Wait a minute," Dave half-turned to face Steve, "you mean you actually believe they summoned a.. a 


whatever you called it? An Elemental?!" 
"| didn't at first," Steve admitted, then he locked eyes with each of them in turn. "Until | saw it for myself” 


"Saw what?!" Jan exclaimed. In his mind's eye, he remembered the tall shadow that passed by his boat two 
nights before and the huge footprint in his lawn. He was almost sorry he spoke up; he wasn't sure he wanted 


to hear the answer. 


"I saw the spirit. The Elemental," Steve answered solemnly. He gestured to Rod. "Finish telling about what 
happened that night, then I'll tell my part of it" 


"There isn't much more to tell. The.. the bloke who conducted the ritual told me that | was bound to the earth 
until | accepted the terms. That was why the ritual had been conducted in the basement; | couldn't move my 
feet because directly beneath the floor was dirt. He explained that the spirit wanted nothing from me 
personally, that it fed on adulation and adoration and that was why it was drawn when someone from the 
entertainment industry summoned it. As long as my band received admiration from the people, the Elemental 
would continue to favor us with good fortune. It sounded fairly simple and | only half believed it at the time 
anyway, so | agreed. My feet were released and | was allowed to leave. The next day when | sobered up | 
laughed it off, but Maiden soon started gaining popularity. The crowds got bigger, people were practically 
idolizing the band, and gradually | began to wonder if there had been something to it after all." 


"Pure coincidence!" Nicko scoffed. "I never took you for such a superstitious git, Roddy old man!" 


"No, it isn't a coincidence, and it isn't superstition," Steve spoke up now. "D'you remember the nineties, Nick? 


After Ade left and Bruce left, when Blaze got in a motorcycle crash and then kept losing his voice, causing all 


the problems with the X Factour? How the audiences got smaller, the venues got smaller, and how we had to 


cancel so many gigs? Well, this didn't go unnoticed." 


"What do you mean, Harry?" Nick demanded. Ade chimed in an inquiry as well, while Jan and Dave listened in 


growing apprehension. 


"| mean it came to visit us!" Steve said in a reluctant voice. "This... thing. It started showing up around Rod's 
London house, then it showed up at my place in Hampshire. Rod was acting very strange, so when there were 
weird shadows and odd smells around my farm | had a feeling there was a connection. | came into town and 
demanded to know what was going on. At the time Rod told me he thought he was cursed, to which | said 


bollocks, and then while | was at his house one evening we both saw it in the garden 


"Saw it?! Okay, so you saw something. A stray dog or something. How can you possibly believe you saw a 
spirit!?" Ade demanded reasonably. 


"Because," Steve said slowly and steadily, "it looked like Eddie!" 
There was a laugh all around the table, though Steve and Rod didn't crack a smile. 


"Now you're telling us you're haunted by Eddie, a made-up mascot! | think both of you have gone barmy!" 
Nicko chortled. Ade was trying to suppress a grin, but Jan couldn't find the will to laugh, remembering the 
height of the shadow he'd seen and the size of the footprint. Dave just looked thoughtful. 


"I know how it sounds, and | really can't blame you for thinking I've lost my mind. But a few days before the 
odd things started happening, some items disappeared from the equipment trailers. Remember, we were all 
ready to start the tour and had everything packed up to take to the airport. The trucks were parked behind 
Maiden Tower and one morning one of them was found open, though no one had seen anything unusual the 
right before. Nothing of value was missing except one of the three Eddies. Remember that we had more than 
one of the full-sized Eddies. One we used on stage and two that we were taking along for promotion, two 
Trooper Eddies and one classic Eddie; you know, the one with long hair and blue jeans. The one we saw in the 


garden was classic Eddie, and it was alive." 


"Alive! C'mon, man, you're really putting us on, now! This is gotta be a gag! Where are the hidden cameras?" 


Nick looked around as if he expected a film crew to come climbing out of the cupboards. 


Rod gave a tired sigh, "| contacted the bloke who conducted the original ritual, and believe me he wasn't easy 
to get ahold of! He didn't want to be associated with this in any way, but | was finally able to get some 
answers out of him. Apparently, our spirit is an earth spirit, sometimes referred to as a gnome, but that's a 
very inaccurate way of describing them as this one isn't gnome-like at alll And unless they have a vessel to 
inhabit they can't move around in physical form, so they sometimes take over things that enable them to 
move, like dolls or vehicles or even animals. This one, probably because of its association with the band and it's 


familiarity with our stage show, took over the form of Eddie." 


"What did you do?" Jan asked suddenly. He was unconvinced, but there was a growing suspicion in the back of 


his mind that there was at least a grain of truth in this fantastic story. "Back then, | mean. What did you do?" 


"The spirit was unhappy because it was used to a certain level of enthusiasm, a certain vibe from our 
concerts, and because of the delays and interruptions to the tour schedule, it was no longer getting it. The 
only logical thing to do was to find another source for that kind of energy until we could get the band back on 
its feet. So we managed to coerce it into a transport van and took it to the football pitch. It was the height of 
the season and West Ham was having a great year. The enthusiasm from the crowds at the matches seemed 
to placate it. It hid out in the equipment room, but after a few days | checked and it was gone, there was just 
an empty Eddie costume. The spirit disappeared." 


"You actually communicated with this thing?!" Dave was incredulous. 


"| wouldn't say ‘communicated’, exactly. At that time, it was like it was lost and confused, like a stray dog that 
was no longer being fed. We merely opened the van door and it followed us in, crouching in the back all the 
way. But that was twenty-five years ago. According to what I've read, the longer these things are bound to 
human affairs, the stronger they become. I'm afraid it won't be so easy this time." 


"This time! Okay," Nicko took a breath, "Supposing you're telling the truth, though | still think you're pulling our 
leg. What makes you think it's back now?" 


"Last week there was a break-in at the warehouses south of London. The only thing missing was Trooper Eddie, 
the one we used last year on LOTB. The red jacket was found just outside the fence, but the rest of it is still 


missing.” Rod said morosely. 


"| saw it!" Jan hadn't intended to speak out loud, and every eye at the table turned to him, so he elaborated. "| 
saw it by the river in back of my house, and | think it tried to get inside my house." 


"It can't come inside a dwelling place unless it's specifically invited,’ Rod put in. "At least, that's what I've read." 


"What do you mean, you saw it?" Dave demanded, a look of concern on his face. Jan had to tell them then of 
the shadow and the footprint, recounting the overheard conversation at the coffee shop and his neighbor's kid 
reporting seeing a ‘monster’, though he downplayed the fact that something had violently shaken his French 
doors. "And don't forget the news story we heard earlier," he added. 


‘Someone saw something in a field; that doesn't mean a thing!" Nick scoffed. "Every few months you hear 
about someone in Britain spotting a bear or a panther, even though those things are supposed to be long 


extinct here!" 


“Alright, then, what about what we heard earlier? That was the sound of something scraping metal, Nick - 
how do you explain that?" Ade asked. 


"l. | can't, but I'm damn well going to find out what it was!" With that, Nick stood and strode purposefully to 


the front door, evading Rod as the manager made to hold him back. 


"Nick!" Steve called after him, but the drummer merely looked back at them, then unlocked the multiple locks, 
flinging the door wide. One couldn't help but admire his nerve, but no one followed him as he stepped out into 
the courtyard. Wisps of fog curled around the lights lining the parking area and five faces watched from the 
door as the blonde strode up to the row of vehicles, then bent to examine them, walking down the row and 
coming to Jan's Porsche last. He stood and faced the house, his mouth open to speak, when he appeared to 
hear something and looked in the direction of the hedges lining the drive. The other band members saw his jaw 
drop, a look of incredulity on his face. He turned and hurried to the house at a near run. 


"Inside, get inside and lock that fucking door!" he half-whispered, breathless, literally shoving them all into the 
hall and re-locking the door himself. Once he double-checked each lock he turned and leaned his back against 


the door, his features still showing near-shock. 


"Okay, you've made a believer out of me," he gasped, swallowing hard. 


Chapter Six 
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SIX 

Ade, Dave, and Jan simultaneously demanded to know what Nicko saw, but the drummer went straight to the 
fridge and got a beer, draining half the bottle in one swig before responding. They knew he had given up 
drinking some years ago and this, as much as anything else, convinced them he had seen something alarming. 
"I don't know what it was," he finally said, collapsing into a kitchen chair, "but it was fucking huge!" 

"Where?" Rod demanded. 


"Just beyond your hedge, under that big tree. It was so goddamn tall its head was in the branches!" 


"Maybe all this talk of spirits only made you imagine you saw something. Couldn't it have been a shadow?" Ade 


was playing devil's advocate, but there was a tremor in his voice. 

"It moved, man!" Nicko declared. "It took a step straight toward me, and it.. it had eyes. Glowing red eyes!" 
Dave turned to Rod, "Are you sure it can't get into the house?" 

"Everything I've read says that, while it can enter other buildings, which is how it got into the warehouse, it 
can't enter a home unless it's summoned. Now, I'm not sure about its other restrictions, or if it can cross 
water." 

"Like seas and oceans, you mean?" Jan asked, his mind immediately going to Bruce in Paris. 

Rod nodded. "That wasn't mentioned in any of the books and grimoires, but | think that it can. | think it's been 
attaching itself to the equipment somehow when we tour, probably to the Eddies, and that's how it can soak in 
the response from the crowds." 


"How it ‘feeds', you mean," Ade said grimly. 


"For want of a better way of putting it, yes." 


"Goddamn it, Rod," Nicko put his head in its hands, "you should see the cars out therel It's like someone took a 
board full of spikes and dragged it across the bonnet of every one of them! It looks like... like claw marks!" He 
looked up. "What are we going to do? How can we get rid of this damned thing?" 


Rod was slow in answering, and his response was quiet, "I don't know." 
"You don't knowl?" Ade's voice went up a notch in volume. "Then why did you drag us all here like this?!" 


‘Its better if we're all in one place. We can't have this thing aimlessly wandering around looking for us, possibly 
hiding away on boats or planes trying to find us! For one thing, it looks like Eddie so it would immediately create 
a connection with the band if anyone ever got a good look at it! We're... l'm responsible for this mess and 


somehow | have to find a way to deal with it!" 


Rod's shoulders slumped and he looked older than his years. Steve put a hand on his shoulder, "It's not 
completely your fault, mate. | should have insisted we get rid of it back in ‘95, but | went along with just 
placating it instead. And that won't work now. It feeds off crowds, excitement, and enthusiasm, and right now 


there are no crowds permitted anywhere. We must come up with a permanent solution” 

"Does Bruce know about this thing?" Dave asked after a minute. 

Rod shrugged, "I tried to tell him when he returned to the band but he laughed it off. | knew the rest of you 
would react the same way, so | didn't try to tell anyone else." 

"He should be here," Dave insisted. 

"He refused," Jan said in an aside to Dave. 


Rod dithered a bit, "Well, he told me they would try to come later this week, but | told him no, that we could 


figure it out on our own" 
"Why?" Dave was puzzled. 


Rod looked up, "Dave, he said ‘they’ would try to come! | may have to let that woman tour with us, she's a 


journalist," (someone to Jan's left snorted in derision) "but | will not have her in my house!" 


Comprehension dawned on Dave's face and he let the subject drop. Rod left the room for a moment and Jan 
got himself a beer, lost in thought. Through everything he just learned regarding the existence of earth spirits 
and learning that one such creature was essentially stalking the band, the foremost thought on his mind was 
profound gratitude over Rod's words. He wasn't sure he could have handled the added stress of Bruce's 


presence. 


Rod returned momentarily with a large plastic tote and set it heavily on the table, opening it. It was filled with 


books of all shapes and sizes. 


"| scoured every occult and spiritualist book shop in London for these; they all deal with Elementals in some 
way. | want you to help me read through them. The answer has to be in here someplace; there has to be a 


way to break the deal and banish this thing back to where it came from!" 


A loud crash sounded from outside as Rod finished speaking, making them all jump convulsively. Steve and Nicko 
went to the door, opening it and looking out while being careful not to cross the threshold. A large tree limb 
had crashed to the ground beneath the tree where Nicko had seen the tall figure. The limb was strong and 
healthy, covered with leaves tinged with gold and orange. There wasn't a hint of wind in the air. 


"Are Elementals dangerous?" Ade broke the tense silence as they re-locked the door and returned to the 
kitchen. "| mean, will it try to physically harm anyone?" 


"I don't know," Rod shook his head. "Sometimes they can be mischievous, and as | said, this one is like a spoiled, 
willful child It doesn't understand why there isn't any excitement or enthusiasm for it to feed on, so it may 
act out. They don't seem to be active in daylight, | think they sort of hibernate while the sun is out, but | 


wouldn't venture outside after dark." 


Nick muttered under his breath but each of them dug through the box and chose several books. It wasn't late 
but no one felt like television or cards. Though they may have still harbored doubts about Rod's story, they all 
knew that something was wrong; there were too many unexplained happenings and they had all been impressed 
by Rod and Steve's manner as well as the look on Nicko's face when he returned to the house. Dave followed 
Jan up the stairs to their shared room, each of them with an armful of books, dropping the books on their 
respective beds. They were quiet, each lost in thought. 


Jan took a book and settled on his bed, propping his pillows against the headboard to lean against but not 
opening the book, still lost in thought and trying to wrap his head around the events of the evening. Dave went 
into the ensuite bathroom but a minute later he looked out, his mouth full of toothpaste, "Jan?" 

Jan looked up from the densely printed pages of a book published in the late nineteenth century, "Yeah?" 

"If we manage to get rid of this thing, do you think it will mean the end of the band?" 


"No," Jan was surprised by the question, "why should it?" 


Dave rinsed his mouth and came into the bedroom, now wearing pajamas, "Suppose this is really is the reason 


we've had such good fortune amongst the band members?" 


Dave clambered on the other bed, sorting through his books while Jan mulled the question over, "I don't think 
it works like that. The only thing this thing seems to be after is high human emotions like excitement or 
exhilaration; | don't think Elementals can change fate or anything. Besides, we haven't always had such great 


fortune, you know." 


Dave didn't reply, but they were both thinking back to the mid-nineties. There had been a very real possibility 
that they would be reduced to what Jan thought of as a ‘cabaret band’ playing greatest - hits gigs at casinos 
and state fairs, if Bruce and Ade hadn't returned to the band. 


"Do you ever hear from him?" Dave asked presently. He sounded a little hesitant, as though he was unsure if 


it was a safe topic of conversation. 


Jan didn't have to ask who he meant. "Not since he called to tell me about Paddy." That had been five months 


ago. 


Dave shook his head, choosing a book and not commenting. Several minutes passed with only the sound of pages 


turning. 


"Hard to believe he hasn't come to his senses by now," Dave mumbled after a few minutes. "He's let us down 
before, but this..| don't like how he's not even contacted any of us, even you" Dave trailed off, shaking his 


head. 
Jan fought to hide the sudden ache in his chest, "It's okay, Dave. Really.’ 


Dave didn't reply, remembering long-ago nights during the X-Factour era, sharing rooms with Jan because the 
promoters had cut the budget and refused to book them all individual rooms because they had no faith that 
Blaze would succeed as frontman. He and Jan had grown close, each missing their former best friends and 
companions Bruce and Adrian, and they'd had many inebriated late-night conversations. Dave gradually came to 
suspect Jan and Bruce had been more than just best mates, and he knew how lost and betrayed his mate had 
felt after Bruce left the band. And now, though Bruce hadn't left the band this time, he'd left England to start 
a new life in Paris and had effectively left Jan again. Performing had always been Jan's salvation, his way of 


coping with loss and heartbreak, and now even that had been denied him; had been denied them all. 


"We had some good times, though, didn't we, back in those days," Dave mused nostalgically, picking a book from 
the pile at random and settling in to read. 


"Yeah. Yeah, we did,” Janick smiled across at the cherubic guitarist. "It doesn't feel like it was such a long time 


ago, but so much has changed" 


"Some things never change," Dave replied softly, returning the smile. He reached across the gap between the 


beds and Jan clasped his hand, "We'll get through this, too, mate. Everything will work out" 


Looking into blue eyes as warm as a tropical ocean, at that moment Jan believed it. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
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depicted here. | write out of the greatest respect and admiration for the band Iron Maiden and earn nothing 


whatsoever from my fanfiction. 


Dave groaned and rolled over, cursing as something jammed against his ribs. A book. Oh, right - the Elemental. 
The events of the previous evening came back to him and he sat up, noting a thin sliver of bright sunlight 
between the drawn drapes. It had all sounded fantastic when sitting around a table with curtains shut against 
the dark night, it was downright unbelievable now. He glanced over at the other bed and smiled fondly. Jan had 
fallen asleep half-sitting against the piled pillows, a book face-down across his chest. 


Dave stood and quietly padded to the window, opening the drapes. It was a gorgeous autumn day, the sun a 
deep blue and everything looking fresh and golden from the rain. Then he saw the large, downed limb beneath 
the tree by the drive and looked to where the vehicles were parked nearly directly below the window. Even 
from this distance, he could see angry straight scratches across the bonnets of each car. While he wasn't 


entirely convinced of a supernatural source, there was definitely something unusual going on. 


‘Morning, Davey," came a sleepy murmur from behind him. He turned to see Janick rubbing the sleep from his 


eyes and stretching his arms over his head. 


Ignoring the quickening in his chest at the somehow intimate scene, he replied. "Morning, mate. Did you find 
anything useful in these damned books?" 


"No," Jan sighed, gathering the books scattered across his bed and neatly piling them on the nightstand. "Some 
of them are written in such an archaic English that | couldn't make sense out of them. They go on and on 


about what Elementals are supposed to be and where they supposedly come from, but there's nothing about 


what to do to get rid of them." 


"My books were all written like fairy tales, stories about encounters people say they've had with earth spirits, 
but there wasn't anything useful in them either," Dave said, opening his suitcase to find clothes for the day. "| 
have to tell you, man, I'm still pretty skeptical about this. Something weird is going on, but it's crazy to think 
earth spirits are wandering around meddling in our affairs!" He paused. "| am sorry about your Porsche, 


though." 


"Fuck! | forgot about that!" Jan jumped up and dashed to the window, looking down. The damage was plainly 
visible, and Dave saw Jan's shoulders sag. He went to stand next to him, putting a sympathetic hand on his 


shoulder. 


‘It can be fixed; don't worry.” 

"How the hell am | going to explain damage like that to a repair shop, let alone to my wife?" Jan worried. 

"Let's just worry about taking care of this problem first, eh?" Dave gave Jan's shoulder a squeeze. 

The two men looked out at the deceptively peaceful English countryside, both of them knowing that somewhere 
out there a nine-foot-tall creature was hiding, waiting out the daylight. Knowing there was something out 
there, something they couldn't explain, cast a pall over the day and in virtual silence they readied for the day 
and went downstairs. 

They found the others gathered in the lounge. Nicko held a book but was surreptitiously watching TV, Steve 
and Rod both sat on the sofa with a pile of books close at hand, and Ade was noodling with the guitar Dave 
had brought and left downstairs. Dave went through to the kitchen and brought both back two cups of coffee, 
leaving one with a plate of donuts on the table next to the chair Jan sat in. Jan smiled his thanks and Dave felt 


that little hitch in his chest again. He turned away, busying himself with picking through the doruts. 


Rod was focused intently on a large battered book he held, his reading glasses practically slipping from the end 
of his nose, so Steve spoke up quietly. 


"Did you two hear anything else strange last night?" 
They shook their heads in unison. "Why?" Jan asked, sipping his coffee. 


"| thought | heard something just after midnight," the bassist told them. "There was no wind at all last night, 
but | heard what sounded like wind through dry leaves." 


'It was a voice," Rod spoke up, startling them. "I heard it clearly; | think it was right under my window." He 
raised his eyes from the book and they saw how drained his face looked; as if he hadn't slept a wink. 


That got Nicko's attention away from the sports program he'd been watching, "A voice? Are you sure? | didn't 
hear a thing!" 


"Because you sleep like the dead!" Ade smiled. "I didn't hear anything either, but | was on the phone with Nat so 
| wouldn't have been paying attention Did you hear any words, Rod?" 


Rod shook his head, "This book." he tapped the pages in front of him, "says that the Elemental spirits can 


communicate through the natural elements, like the wind. | can't be sure, but it sounded like it said ‘Maiden. 
"Like it was calling us, you mean?" Dave asked. 


Steve spoke up again, "It may have been mimicking what it hears the crowds shout when we perform; it may 


not mean anything." 


"Or it could mean the damned thing is after all of us!" Nicko declared, tossing down the book he'd been 
pretending to read. "If this is even what you say it is, Rod! For all we know, you could be playing a prank on us 


alll" 


Steve stood up, facing Nick, "You're just going to have to trust me, Nick. Every word Rod told you is true, and 
this is deadly serious. Do you realize that if we can't get rid of this thing, its going to be wandering all over 
the country looking for the excitement and enthusiasm it's used to getting at our shows - and it's not going to 
find it! Not now, not with everything virtually shut down over this fucking virus! So what do you think will 
happen then? Eddie, Iron Maiden's mascot, the figure that's been on our album covers and in our shows for 
decades and is recognizable all over the world, is going to be menacing people, scaring the hell out of everyone, 


maybe even attacking or harming people, and it's going to be blamed on us!" 


Steve was getting worked up, fear and worry making him lash out, and Rod stood, placing a calming hand on his 
shoulder. "It won't come to that. There must be a way out of this, but we're going to have to work together. 
There are dozens more books to go through, and | want some of you to start looking online too. There are 
hundreds of occult-related websites and | haven't been able to check them all. |.. | know this is all my fault, 
but | need your help now." The manager's voice fell, he looked tired and distraught and Nicko immediately felt 
contrite for doubting him. 


"All right, all right. You know you can count on us to do whatever we can. l'm sorry | doubted you; l'm just not 
sure how to deal with something like this, you know?" The drummer sat back down, chagrined, switching off 


the TV and picking up the book he'd discarded. 


"And stop trying to take all the blame on yourself, Rod," Steve said, sitting back down as well. "From everything 
you told me, you were tricked into this deal. If any one of us was at the party back then, we may have done 
the same thing; it was only a bit of fun, as far as you were concerned. How could you have known that 
Elementals actually exist?! We're all in this together, and we're going to stay here in this house until we figure 


something out!" 


Ade, Dave, and Jan exchanged a look, then nodded simultaneously. Steve's outburst left the potential 
ramifications of this crystal clear in their minds and they were suddenly very aware that the future of the 
band was dependent on their somehow releasing Rod from the grip of the Elemental. It was one thing to 
perform songs about the Number of the Beast and use a Baphomet as a stage prop, but quite another to be 
responsible for unleashing a supernatural entity loose on the populace. This suddenly felt very real and the 
brilliant sunshine streaming into the room felt like a mockery. There were dark things in the world, things most 
people had no idea existed, and Janick wondered if he could ever look at the world the same again. 


It fell upon Ade and Nicko to check into the occult websites, leaving the others to plow through the books. 

Always a voracious reader, Jan soon got caught up in the quest, part of his mind wondering how Rod had even 
obtained some of these books. Many were obviously very old, copies of grimoires from the nineteenth century, 
and some were in poor condition with faded or tattered pages. It became apparent that Rod had been collecting 


these books for some time and had obviously obtained some from other parts of the world, no doubt while 


the band was touring, judging by receipts tucked into the pages of some or by handwritten price tags stil 
affixed to the spines. Not all were useful, some were mere collections of folk tales regarding nature spirits, 
but others described detailed and somewhat terrifying accounts of rituals and magical spells. 


The room had fallen silent aside from some quiet muttering between the men sharing the one laptop computer, 
and everyone jumped when Rod's phone rang. He left the room as he answered it, but they could hear his 


agitated voice as he walked down the hall to the room he'd been using as an office. 
"I tell you; | have to get ahold of him! Well, did you tell him how important it is?" 


The voice faded as Rod closed the door of the small room and Dave sighed, "I'm worried about him. This is 
putting him under a lot of strain" 


"He hasn't been sleeping," Steve commented. "I saw the light on beneath his door all night and | could hear him 
in there pacing the floor." 


"He's blaming himself, and he shouldn't," Ade added. "Anything he did, he did for us; for Maiden. He only took 
part in that ridiculous ritual hoping to curry favor with people he believed could help the band. We've all done 


stupid things when we were young, especially when we were drinking. Things we regret." 
"Or don't regret," Dave muttered under his breath from behind the cover of the book he was reading. Jan, 
who was sitting next to him on the couch, heard him but wasn't sure he'd heard correctly, He saw Dave's 


eyes flicker in his direction as he spoke, though, and felt as though his heart skipped a beat. Surely Dave 
wasn't referring to... 


"Hey, | found something interesting," Adrian spoke up quietly, looking up from the computer screen. "There's a 
ritual here for banishing unwanted spirits." 


Steve was unenthused, "I've come across those too, but none of them say they specifically work on 


Elementals." 
"What if the guy who summoned it was only calling it an Elemental - maybe it's just an ordinary spirit?" 


"| don't know," Nicko put in. "The smells Rod and Steve mentioned, wet earth and dirt, are supposed to be signs 
of an earth spirit." 


"The wet earth smell is also associated with ordinary ghosts," Ade pointed out. "A lot of people who encounter 
ghosts say they experience a smell like a freshly dug grave." 


"Well, save the webpage, H," Steve told him. "We'll ask Rod what he thinks." 


They could still hear muffled voices from the closed room, Rod's voice clearly agitated, and they returned to 
their tasks. Rod rejoined them presently, sinking into his armchair without a word and picking up a particularly 


battered leather-bound book. 


Janick tried to return his focus to the pages in front of him, but his mind drifted. The closely written words, 
archaic font, and tiny print blurred in front of his eyes and he looked up, looking out the window directly 
opposite the couch. Dark clouds were gathering on the horizon over the moors and the sunlight took on a 
filtered quality. The situation felt surreal, but in light of everything else happening in the world recently he 
accepted it with a resigned stoicism, his characteristic good humor and light-heartedness dulled. Dave sat next 
to him, jean-clad legs crossed and propped on the coffee table, dark-rimmed reading glasses perched on his 
nose. How did they all get so old, he wondered? He knew that everyone here except for Rod colored their hair 
to cover gray and they all showed definite signs of their sixty-odd years, including himself. What if nothing 
was ever the same again? What if this virus prevented live shows indefinitely? Maybe, by the time it was 


safe to hold concerts again, they would all be too old to perform. 

Jan shook himself; it was unlike him to think like this. He watched as a gust of wind swept through the trees 
dotting the yard, sending a shower of colored leaves falling to the ground. The downed limb still lay there, and 
suddenly Jan couldn't take sitting there another minute. He stood, laying the book aside. 

"Where are you going?" Steve looked up as Jan left the room. 


‘Outside. | need some fresh air. Relax; it's broad daylight." 


Rod glanced up but didn't try to stop him, "Just don't go far, Jan" 


Chapter Eight 
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Jan unlocked the three locks and stepped outside. It looked as though no one had been outside yet today, which 
was somewhat surprising. It was after noon by this time, but apparently the others had been too focused on 
trying to find a solution to this problem to think of examining the previous night's damage. 


The air was cool and the wind was picking up, a few dark clouds were now drifting past the sun. He went 
straight to his car, running his fingers over the four gouges in the sleek painted surface. The scratches had 
penetrated beyond the paint into the metal itself, and Jan sighed. There was no way to determine what had 
caused the marks, but they were in a nearly straight line along all the vehicles as if something had dragged a 


sharp object - or sharp claws - across them all in one swipe. 


Jan walked over to the broken limb. It was a sizeable branch some twenty feet long, and he examined the 
broken end. It was a jagged break in the healthy green wood; it was as if something snapped the ten-inch thick 
branch as easily as he would snap a twig. There were gouges in the bark near the broken end but, though he 
immediately envisioned sharp claws, there was no way to determine what had caused them. The grass beneath 
the tree was spongy and damp from the recent rain and though there were some indefinite impressions, there 
was nothing that could be identified as a footprint. As Jan was examining the ground more closely a sudden 
gust of wind swept through the branches overhead. He quickly moved from beneath the tree, looking up at it. 
The leaves rustled together, some falling to the ground, and though he knew it could be his imagination he 


thought he could almost catch a voice in the wind, though no words were discernable. 


Jan had originally intended to walk to the end of the drive and back. Walking had always cleared his head and 
helped him organize his thoughts, but clouds were overtaking the sun now and he felt uneasy, looking back 
over his shoulder to the outbuildings and the scattered trees surrounding the yard. There was a tenseness in 
the air and though he knew it could well be his imagination, Jan felt unseen eyes watching him. He started back 
to the house as another gust of wind swept through, sending a shiver up his spine. Leaves rustled and a voice 
at the very edge of his hearing whispered something indistinguishable. He quickened his steps to the house. 


Once inside Jan re-locked the door, thinking. The information he had found so far indicated that these types of 
spirits belonged to a particular element, either earth, air, fire, or water, and they weren't known to 
communicate with others of their own kind. So an earth element shouldn't be able to speak through the wind, 
should it? The thought crossed his mind that none of them had any real idea of what they were dealing with 
here, no more than the long-ago authors of the books they had been reading. 


"Did you find anything out there?" Adrian asked as Jan re-entered the lounge. 


"No, nothing we can't see from the window," Jan resumed his seat and picked up his book. "I thought | heard 
something in the wind, though, and that doesn't make sense." 


Its getting stronger," Rod affirmed. "This grimoire says that spirits that have been around humans and have 
gotten stronger can sometimes leave whatever physical form they've been inhabiting - in this case the 
animatronic Eddie - and move at will through the air. If this one is active in the daytime, it's getting too 
strong. " Rod lay his book aside. "Listen, | want to try something. Ade and Nick found instructions for some 
rituals online that are similar to ones I've seen in the books. | think we should try one." 


"What, cast a spell?" Nick asked, only partly in derision 


"Its not a spell, it's called casting a circle. Its much like the ritual that brought the damned thing in the first 
place, though supposedly only a mage can do it properly." 


Well, we aren't mages," Dave said. "so what makes you think we can pull it off?" 


| can't get ahold of a mage," Rod told them. "I've been trying for days to contact the man who conducted the 
ritual that brought the damned thing in the first place." 


"He's still around?" Ade exclaimed. 


Rod nodded, "He still lives in London, but when | last talked to him twenty-five years ago, he told me he no 
longer dabbles in the occult and he was very reluctant to talk to me about it even then. Even if | do manage 


to contact him, he may not help us. We'll have to try it on our own" 

‘Surely there are other so-called mages," Nicko argued. 

"If there are, | don't know how to find them. The ones who put themselves out on the media are usually 
charlatans, no better than fake psychics trying to scam people. This thing is bound to us; to me. | was able to 


get it to cooperate once when | took it to the football grounds. Maybe it will cooperate again" 


"| don't like it," Steve shook his head. "We don't know what we're doing. Reading this stuff isn't enough; the 


people who practice summoning magick have years of study and experience." 


"What's the worst that could happen? Nick asked reasonably. "If it doesn't work, we're no worse off than we 
are right now." 


‘tm not sure that's true." Jan began, but Rod was talking again, reading the description of the ritual aloud. 


"So, it has to be done outdoors, and after dark," he summarized. "| was afraid it might come to this, so | 


brought along the things we'll need. | completely understand if some of you don't want to take part in this, it is 


the occult, after all, and that's fine - it doesn't call for any specific number of participants, as long as there 


are more than three." 
"I'm in," Steve said 
"| don't see any harm in it," Adrian shrugged. 


Dave and Jan looked at one another then at Rod. "We'll give it a try," Dave said. "There's safety in numbers, 
right? 


No one looked directly at Nicko, knowing that as a born-again Christian he would be uncomfortable participating 
in something like this, but after a moment he spoke up. 


"| said I'd do what | can to help, so count me in, too." 


"Good!" Relief flooded Rod's face. "I'll print copies of the ritual so you will all know what to expect. Fortunately, 
it's almost a full moon and that is supposed to be important for this stuff” 


After Rod left the room to make a list of what he needed for the night, Jan looked at Nicko, seeing the 
uneasiness he felt mirrored in the drummer's expression. Even though fifty years had passed, some of the 
teaching from his Catholic Grammar School still echoed in his mind and he knew that, as a more recent 
convert, Nicko felt the same disquiet about anything occult-related. Probably the others did as well. Still, they 
had all agreed that they had to do something and so far this was the only concrete idea they had come up 
with. 


Dave reached over and patted Jan's shoulder with a smile, "You look worried, mate. If this doesn't work, we'll 


simply try something else." 


Jan's vague apprehension remained however and the group spent the remainder of the afternoon familiarizing 
themselves with the ritual Rod planned. Almost every account of the procedure differed in some way and they 
attempted to weed out the more obscure or unlikely aspects or parts they felt were based on folklore or 
superstition rather than on actual occult writings. It felt almost like a songwriting session in many ways, but 
by this time everyone was convinced to some degree that this was a potentially grave situation, and the 


future of the band could be at stake. 


Sometime later Rod returned to the lounge. "We should all try to get some rest; we could be up all night 
depending on how this goes. | have everything I'll need, but it will be more effective if we start the ritual at 
midnight so that gives us a few hours to kill. There are some prepared meals in the fridge if anyone is hungry. 
l'm going to try to take a nap." 


Rod went upstairs then, and the others drifted to the kitchen, somewhat surprised to discover that it was 
nearly dinnertime already. They made desultory conversation over the meal but the mood was somber and 


they could hear the wind gusts buffeting the house, though at least it wasn't raining. It promised to be a long, 


cold night so Jan felt he may as well act on Rod's suggestion and try to get some rest and headed up to his 
room. Dave followed, and they could see that Nicko was making himself comfortable on the couch and Ade was 


on his phone. 
‘lm going to take a quick shower," he told Dave when they entered their shared room. 


I'm going to call home," Dave told him. "though I'm not even going to try to explain this situation to my wife. 


Ill just tell her | hope to be home by the end of the week" 


Jan nodded, closing the bathroom door behind him. It felt cold in the house even though he could hear the 
heating system operating at a quiet hum in the background and he turned the shower as hot as he could 
stand. Feeling somewhat better, he changed into clean jeans and a Henley and emerged into the bedroom to find 


Dave lying on the other bed staring out at the tossing tree limbs outside the window. 


"| feel like it's lurking out here," Dave said quietly, "just watching the house. The funny thing is, | don't feel 
threatened by the spirit itself" 


Jan ran a comb through his damp hair then sat on his bed, "I know, but just because it hasn't harmed anyone 
doesn't mean it isn't dangerous. It's weird to think that this thing has been around the band all these years and 


we never knew." 


"As long as it was getting what it needs through the crowds it didn't bother anyone. It isn't surprising that the 
thing made itself known in the nineties, though. It seems to crave positive emotions from the crowds and there 


were some negative ones in those years." Dave commented, rolling to face Jan. 


Jan nodded, remembering the lukewarm, sometimes hostile reaction of some fans when they were expecting 
Bruce and learned they were getting Blaze. Those had been turbulent years, filled with some of the brightest 
moments of his life such as the birth of his daughter, yet some of the lowest in his professional career since 


joining Maiden. 


The two men reminisced for a few minutes then lapsed into silence. "It's cold in here," Dave spoke up after 


several minutes. "The blanket on this bed is too thin" 


"IFs just the cold wind making a draft. My bed has a quilt. You can have it, if you like," Jan offered, unwrapping 
the thick comforter from his shoulders. 


"No, because then you'll be cold. I'll come over there and we can share it." Dave moved to the other bed and 


Jan lifted the edge of the blanket for the other man to scoot beneath. 


"Now this really is like the old days," Dave muttered almost as if to himself as he snuggled under the soft 
material. That reminded Jan of something Dave had mentioned earlier, and he fell silent again, conscious of the 
other man close by his side. It was comforting, especially as their combined body heat warmed him. He didn't 
expect to be able to sleep but now he felt himself growing drowsy. Dave's eyes had closed as well and judging 


by his measured breathing he was falling asleep as well. Without thinking, Jan moved closer to the other man 


and as he dozed off he felt Dave's arms close around him. 


Chapter Ten 
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Jan half-awakened and opened one eye, peeping at the bedside clock Not quite 4:00 PM. He was somewhat 
surprised that he'd been napping for over an hour but he hadn't been sleeping well for several nights and 
evidently it caught up with him. He felt warm and strangely content and closed his eyes again, aware of 


warmth behind him and a weight across his stomach but was unconcerned. It was just Bruce. 


He opened his eyes with a start. shit! No, it wasn't Bruce lying so close to him, not anymore; not for a while 
now. It was Dave! The other man was still asleep, his breathing almost a soft snore and Jan forced himself to 
relax again. A sudden flood of mixed emotions had coursed through him and familiar memories came upon him; 
a mix of nostalgia, vague guilt, and maybe even a tinge of excitement over the images he was reliving in his 
mind. It felt like only yesterday; he and Dave drinking late into the night, their tongues loosened by the alcohol 
and the lateness of the hour, and how he had all but revealed the truth of his relationship with Bruce to the 
other guitarist. This wasn't the source of his current jumbled thoughts, however; he knew he could trust 
Dave, that the other guitarist would go to the grave without revealing anything. No, now Jan found his mind 
filled with memories and unbidden images of other things that had taken place between the two of them on 
those long-ago nights. 


Dave stirred and rolled away from Jan, and Jan wasn't sure whether he was relieved or disappointed. He felt 
the mattress move as the other man sat up, knowing Dave was trying to be quiet because he believed Jan 


was still sleeping. 


"Didn't mean to wake you, mate," he said by way of letting Dave know he, too, was awake. At his words, the 


other man switched on a bedside lamp, causing Jan to wince. The room had been almost completely dark. 


"You didn't, | have to piss." Dave chuckled and made his way to the bathroom. While he was gone Jan quickly 
straightened his clothes and combed his finger through his hair, and when Dave returned the two of them 
made their way downstairs. Nicko was lying snoring on the couch but Ade and Steve were talking quietly at the 
dining room table. They greeted the two men when they entered. 


"Where's Rod?" Dave wondered aloud. 


"In his den, going over the ritual for the hundredth time." Steve nodded his head in the direction of the hall. "I 
don't think he got much rest" 


"This thing tonight had better work," Ade shook his head worriedly. "I don't know how much more strain the old 
man can take." He didn't mean any disrespect, the band members had been referring to Rod as ‘the old man’ 


since they were in their twenties. 


"It's so bizarre," Dave sighed. "This whole thing is just too weird. We've had this damned spirit following us 


around for almost forty years!" 


"It hasn't harmed us, or anyone else," Adrian reminded him. "If we can barish it, no one will ever know. People 


don't even believe such things exist." 


"But now we know they're reall" Steve said "And | don't think I've looked at the world quite the same since | 
learned this. | don't mean that in a negative way, | mean that it's reminded me that there is more to 
everything than we can see or touch or hear. It means the world is a richer and more mysterious place than 


most people realize!" 


Jan nodded, impressed as always with the bassist's intellect and the unique point of view that has always made 
him such an exceptional lyricist. Steve was right, in a sense - it's never good to take things at face value and 
feel complacent, as though mankind knows all there is to know, but still Jan would rather have continued being 
unaware of spirits and the existence of the supernatural. He found himself wishing he could have a beer but 


he knew he should stay sharp for the upcoming night's events. 


It felt as though the clock was moving backward as midnight approached, and the intermittent conversation 
between the men became stilted and faded to silence as each of them felt nervous anticipation grow. It was 
something akin to the stage fright that they seldom experienced anymore but that each of them still 


remembered vividly; an excitement mixed with an unreasoning fear that something would go horribly wrong. 
Several minutes before midnight Rod appeared wearing a long black cloak - it took Jan a moment to realize 
that it was the very cloak Bruce wore onstage during Sign of the Cross. The manager was obviously self- 


CONSCIOUS. 


"Listen, | know | look a right prat, " he muttered, " but several of the books specify wearing some sort of 


robe." 

"Hey, do whatever it takes,” Steve assured him. He looked around at the other four men "Is everyone ready? If 
you've changed your mind and don't want to take part, now is the time to say so. Once we start we have to 
stay until the end” 

They all exchanged looks, then nodded, "No, we're in, " Jan said. 


"It's time." 


Rod picked up a large back bag, a large book, and Steve carried another smaller burlap bag. They agreed that 
the area in front of the house was the best place to do this, the spirit had already appeared in that area and 


there was the added benefit of it being close to the safety of the house. Rod switched off all the outdoor 
lights and they quietly filed out the door. 


A gusty wind was still blowing but the nearly full moon made an occasional appearance through the black 
clouds. The air was cool and damp, and Jan shivered, feeling Dave immediately press closer to him. They 


couldn't speak unless the ceremony called for it, so he merely gave the other man a grateful glance. 


Rod and Steve were busy setting candles on the paved area in the shape of a pentagram, lighting them as they 
went. The flames gutted in the wind but somehow stayed lit, and several bowls of powder were set on the 


ground as well as an ornate looking knife that Jan knew was called an athame. 


Finally, Rod stood, with Steve close to his left, and started reading from the book he carried as he turned and 
made a gesture in all four directions: "In the Name of God, the God of Yisreal: may Michael be at my right 
hand Gabriel at my left, Uriel before me, Raphael behind me, and above my head, the presence of God" 


Jan stole a glance around the circle and saw that the others were following the instructions to stand with 


bowed heads and clasped hands, so he glanced back at Rod, who turned again to face east. 


"Ehyeh! Spirits of darkness and evil, depart from me and this place through the Gate of the Holy Spirit in 
Mizrach," the manager intoned, his voice solemn. He made a gesture, "I close this portal to you and drive you 
into the infinite emptiness. May the Holy Spirit of Ehyeh banish you to the Sitra Achra and bar your return" 
He then turned to the south, repeated similar words, repeated the gesture, and again banished the spirit. He 
repeated the ritual facing west, finishing the gesture with a flourish. The moment Rod turned to face north, 
however, a tremendous gust of wind buffeted the group, whipping Rod's cape off and sending it flying across 


the yard. The candles all winked out in an instant, leaving them in uncertain moonlight. 
"MAIDEN! 


There was no mistaking it now; there was a voice in the wind. It seemed to come from above them and all 
around them as the wind whipped them from all directions at once; a dry, wispy voice that was felt as much 


as it was heard. 


"You've summoned us! The voice came again, and this time there was an indefinable echo, as though there was 


more than one voice speaking at once. 
"# is empty here! It is cold! Quiet! Too quiet? 


The whispers seemed to flow around them, and they heard a slight shuffling sound from the direction of the 
trees lining the drive. Jan felt Dave grasp his hand. 


"Get to the house!" Steve whispered, gesturing for them to head for the door. They had all already moved for 
the door before he'd spoken 


Too late. A loud crash sounded from the trees and every man's head reflexively turned. A tall figure could be 
seen in the indistinct light, impossibly tall. It was Eddie, yet it wasn't. It moved more fluidly, more smoothly 


than the semi-automated stage prop could ever move. 


There was a near scramble as they ran to the door, but the voice came again as Rod grasped the doorknob. 
"S TOPIN" 


And they stopped. Every mon there felt as though his feet were glued to the ground, they couldn't move at 
all. It was the most bizarre feeling Jan had ever experienced. Having no choice, they turned their heads to 


watch as the huge figure left the line of trees and stepped into the open 


Suddenly, unexpectedly, the scene was bathed in light. It took Jan a moment to realize that it was car 
headlights; a car had approached unnoticed as they were focused on the Elemental. A classic Rolls Royce pulled 
to a stop before the astonished men and they saw the figure of the Elemental glide silently back beneath the 
trees. Jan felt the pressure holding his feet to the ground release suddenly, and they turned in amazement to 
watch the rear door of the car open and a figure of a man got out. The car headlights had been turned off 
by now and it was nearly pitch black, but they could make out the figure of a man in a long black coat and 
fedora-type hat. He was dressed almost entirely in black, the only feature they could make out clearly was a 
bright red scarf the man wore looped around his neck. The stranger stood looking at them with an air of 


reproval for a moment, then he addressed Rod. 


"What the bloody hell have you done here?!?" 


Chapter Ten 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of complete fiction No claims of any nature are made or implied regarding any of the real-life 
persons I've loosely based the characters on | write out of the greatest respect and admiration for Iron 


Maiden and all those associated with the band and | earn nothing from my fanfiction 


The sudden, unexpected arrival of the stranger seemed to break the trance-like mood the band members had 
been under. Now that the Elemental had released the spell binding their feet to the earth they were torn 
between running for the safety of the house and their curiosity over the new arrival. The clouds briefly 
parted and moonlight illuminated the scene for a few seconds, but all Jan could make out was that the man 
was wearing sunglasses even in the pitch-black night and there was a quick glint of a white or silver ponytail 


beneath the fedora. 


The man stepped close to Rod and there was a quick, low exchange of words. Jan heard Rod say "Thank 
heavens you're here.." then the words faded to a low mumble. The stranger seemed agitated and from the few 


words Jan could hear, it seemed that he was not happy that Rod had attempted performing the ritual. 


"You've made it worse," Jan overhead the man say, and something that sounded like "You've no fucking idea 


what you're dealing with here!" 


Steve stepped closer and took part in the conversation, but the rest of them stood back, glancing over their 
shoulders toward the trees where the Eddie form had vanished. Nicko muttered "fuck this.." and took a few 
steps toward the door but Steve called out to him before he could go inside. 


"Wait! We still need all of you here. We're going to do the ceremony again. Now that we have a Mage to 


perform it, there's a real chance it will work" 


‘A mage?” Jan wondered to himself. Other than his somewhat eccentric garb, the stranger seemed to be an 
ordinary man. Jan had the impression that he was somewhat older than the band members, perhaps older than 
Rod. He wondered if this could be the very man who summoned the Elemental in the first place, all those 


years ago? 

The stranger spoke to them all now, speaking very quietly with a somewhat nasal, cultured voice. 

"Gather in a circle. Quickly! The ceremony takes quite some time, and it must be finished by dawn" 

The man busied himself sorting through the materials Rod had assembled, then another man got out from 


behind the wheel of the Rolls, obviously a servant or chauffer of some kind, and opened the car's boot, pulling 


out several more items. The band members watched as the mage replaced his leather trenchcoat with a 


flowing, hooded robe and replaced Rod's ordinary candles with tall black candles in ornate silver holders, still 


forming a shape of the Pentagram on the paving stones. 


What followed were some of the strangest hours of Janick's life. The ritual was, indeed, long, partly performed 
in Latin and partly in archaic English. Rod and the band members were required to do very little other than 
recite certain phrases the mage instructed them to repeat, but they had to stand at each point of the 
Pentagram and not move or speak to one another. After some time had passed Janick realized that this was 
different from the ritual Rod had used. That had been drawn from several different places and patched 
together, but Jan recognized this one from the intense reading they had done on the subject - this was a 


Thelemic ritual, though certain aspects were similar, such as repeating incantations to the four directions. 


After what felt like an eternity, the first three directions of the compass were addressed, then the mage 
turned north. Jan tensed. North was the direction identified with earth spirits, and it had been when Rod 
turned North in the first ceremony that the Elemental had shown himself. This time, however, only a soft 
sighing wind was heard as the mage recited the prescribed incantation. He then made an elaborate sign in the 
air with his hands and raised his voice: 


"Before me Raphael; 

Behind me Gabriel: 

On my right hand Michael; 

On my left hand Uriel; 

For about me flames the Pentagram, 

And in the Column stands the six-rayed Star! 
Your Time among us is no more. 


Return from whence | summoned you!" 

Immediately a rapid whooshing sound was heard coming from the trees and sweeping over their heads to fade 
out in the eastern sky, a sound they knew was not the natural wind. Then complete silence fell. Jan dared to 
look to his left to where Dave stood and saw the other man was looking at him as well. To his amazement, the 
faint gray light of dawn was showing to the east over the moors. They had been standing there for over five 
hours! 


‘Its over," the Mage said then. "You won't be troubled any further. You are all free to go." 


It was still quite dark, but as the man spoke he half turned into the grey light of pre-dawn and a stab of 


recognition hit Jan, causing him to suppress a gasp. 


Steve nodded wordlessly and led the assembled men up the steps and into the house, leaving Rod conversing 
with the stranger in the courtyard. As soon as they were inside with the door closed, Nicko turned to Steve. 


"Fuck my old boots, ‘arry, wasn't that..." he began incredulously. 


"Shh!" Steve hushed him fiercely, "Don't say his name! Rod says he doesn't want to be associated with this 


sort of thing anymore. Please, all of you, promise you'll never tell anyone about this; about any of this!" 


Jan could tell by their expressions that everyone there had recognized the man outside, but they also knew 


that they owed him an immense debt of gratitude for finally ridding them of the spirit. 


‘lm going to do my damnedest to forget any of this ever happened!" Ade said, and the others repeated their 
promise that the events of the past few days would never be mentioned aloud again. It was light enough 

outside by now that they didn't have to turn on any interior lights and they all headed to the end of the hall 
to where the stairs led up to the bedrooms, exhaustion overcoming them. Jan and Dave were bringing up the 


rear. Jan turned to follow the others up the stairs, but Dave grasped his arm. 
"Jan..." 
Janick waited for his friend to go on, but Dave fell silent and dropped his gaze. 


"What is it, mate?" Jan asked after the silence stretched on. 


Dave raised his head again and the electric blue eyes usually filled with merriment were solemn, "This whole 
thing had made me think. Nothing is certain, anything could happen to any of us at any time. | swear when that 
thing started coming for us..." He broke off, then to Jan's complete astonishment, Dave suddenly kissed him 
hard on the lips. 


"Davey, what..." Jan began when Dave stepped back. 


‘I'm sorry," Dave began, then he interrupted himself, "NO! No, I'm not sorry, damn it! Janick, if something had 
happened to either of us tonight you would never have known.." Dave broke off again, running a hand through 


his hair. He took a deep breath and locked his eyes to Jan's. 


"Janick, You're my best mate and | don't want that to ever change, but you have to know that I... love you, 
man!" Dave spoke in a rush, his voice earnest, then he stood looking at Jan in something between nervousness 


and fear. 


"| love you too, Davey, you know that." Jan was confused. He had never seen Dave act this way in all the years 


they had known one another. 


Dave swallowed, then pasted on a faint, false smile. "Yeah, yeah. | know. Best mates and all that, right?" He was 
clearly nonplussed and went to brush past Jan toward the stairs, but this time it was Jan who reached out to 
stop him. 


"Davey, come here," Jan steered the other man into the deserted lounge, pushing him gently to sit on the sofa 
then sitting next to him, turning to face him. A ray of early sunshine crept through the drawn drapes, 


illuminating them. 


"What's this all about, then? You're obviously upset about something." Then like a lightning bolt it dawned on 
him. He remembered the odd little remarks Dave had been saying, about how he didn't regret some of the 


drunken mistakes he'd made in the past and about how some things never change. Jan felt his heart constrict. 
"You..you didn't mean it that way, did you? You didn't mean you love me as a friend." 


Dave slowly shook his head, his eyes never leaving Jan's. "No. | mean that I'm in love with you. | have been for 
years, even before..well, before the X-Factour and those times we..." Dave smiled, a little embarrassed at the 
memories. "| couldn't say anything. | know how things have always been between you and Bruce, but now..." he 
took a breath and shook his head, "Damn it, Jan, | was worried that this Elemental business could mean the end 


of the band, the end of all of us! When that thing came out from the trees and started after us, | didn't know 
what was going to happen!" 


Jan sat stunned, his mind a whirlwind. Dave was in love with him; had been in love with him for a long time! 
Suddenly so many things seemed to fall into place. Dave had been his rock all those times when Bruce would 
brush him off to pursue some new passion, be it planes, or writing, or public speaking. Jan had known beyond 
doubt that Dave was always there, even though he lived half a world away. And whenever the band toured and 
Bruce was off doing a million side projects between every show, Dave had ever been his drinking companion and 


confidant. 

"Davey," Jan began slowly, thinking out his words as he spoke, "I should have known; | should have guessed. I'm 
sorry, man. I've always known l'm lucky to have you and that | can always count on you no matter what, but..." 
Jan shook his head, not in disbelief but in a kind of dawning wonder. He reached and took Dave's hand. "| guess 
it took the craziness of the past few days for me to realize just how important you are to me, too!" 

"| don't want anything to change between us just because you know how | feel.." Dave began. 

express the things that had just became crystal clear in his mind, "but maybe some things can be better. Be 
like they used to be." 

"What do you mean?" Dave sounded almost fearful. 

Jan was quiet for a moment, looking into the clear, sparkling eyes he knew so well. "I've never forgotten those 
few times on the X-Factour," he said softly, "Sometimes | find myself thinking about it without warning, 
remembering it like it was yesterday and..and sometimes | find myself wishing things could be that way again." 
Dave smiled a little sadly, "Bruce abandoned you then; he abandoned us all. The only reason you've been thinking 


about those times is because it feels like he's abandoned you again." 


Jan felt his heart wrench, understanding why Dave would see it that way, and he wanted to be certain the 


other man understood that this wasn't the case at all. 

"Dave, I've thought about those times with you while Bruce was still living five minutes away from me in 
Chiswick! You know how Bruce is, Davey - nothing was ever constant with him, he always had a dozen things 
going on at once and | never felt like | was particularly important to him. It feels different with you, it always 
has." 

"You are important to me, Jan," Dave said quietly. "As important as anyone in my life, and more important than 
most. | suppose that's why l'm telling you this now - | was afraid that something would happen to either one 


of us, and you would never know how | feell" 


Janick moved instinctively, not thinking about any consequences or complications, just pulling Dave close and 
kissing him. 


"| think we should go upstairs." 


EPILOGUE 


Raised voices downstairs awakened Janick several hours later and he rolled over with a groan, moving closer 


into the arms that were wrapped around him. 

"What the bloody hell is going on now?" Dave mumbled sleepily next to his ear. 

"Dunno. Maybe we should go find out." 

"Mmmm...don't want to move," Dave muttered, pulling Jan closer and earning a giggle from him. 

"Me neither, mate, but I'm curious." 

Reluctantly, the two men got out of bed and dressed, venturing downstairs, hands still clasped. They found 
Steve and Rod in the lounge with Ade and Nicko, and someone else had arrived. Bruce Dickinson sat on the edge 
on an armchair, leaning toward Rod with a look of utter disbelief on his face as Rod and Steve took turns 


telling the singer of the recent events. 


"I thought you were fucking with me all those years ago!" Bruce exclaimed, looking from one of them to the 
other. "I still don't know if | can believe this!" 


Jan looked quickly around the room, assuring himself that Bruce had come to the house alone, and he felt Dave 


squeeze his hand. Dave alone knew exactly how Jan was affected by seeing Bruce here. Just then Bruce looked 


up, seeing them for the first time. 


"Are you two going to tell me you saw this thing, too?" he asked challengingly. Suddenly his expression changed. 
He shook his head almost sadly, and his voice fell. 


"Elemental spirits! Occult rituals! It appears that I've missed all the excitement” Jan saw Bruce's brown eyes 


glance to where his hand was clasping Dave's. "It seems I've been missing out on a lot!" 


~*~ THE END ~**~ 


